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night. When we came to the place there was no impression left. The
weeds had made a rapid disguise and no black blot on the landscape
could be found.
"Ayot Saint Lawrence," I said, "already has its ruins, why do we need
more?"
"Soon this country will be visited only for its ruins. There is one thing,
they can't put down the demolition of the abbey here to me as they once
put down a cathedral fire to the fact that Darwin had passed through the
town. It is amazing how quickly people settle into a war and accept it as a
matter of fact as they once accepted bad drainage, in spite of the smells
and the hideous deaths. There are some stupid writers who talk in a
romantic way about the smells of a town, as a dog would if he could
express himself while examining the excreta along the roads. I've spent
most of my life smashing romance: the romance of poverty, the romance
of love, the romance of home, the romance of suffering. The world will
never be the same again because I have educated four generations to see
things as they are, and not what they imagine them to be or want them
to be. I can recall the moment when I shed poverty like an infected
cloak. I had a speaking engagement and as usual dashed after a bus only
to see it go off. I began to walk to save money and suddenly stopped short,
I realized that I did not need to save twopence. I could now afford half a
crown for a taxi. I jumped into a taxi and arrived in style. However much
the Socialists run down the wicked bourgeois they rather like to feel that,
like the poor, the bourgeois are always with them."
Suddenly he stopped dead and faced me. "Do you think?" he asked,
*'the young are interested in my work?" He waited for the reply with
stick in the air, as though to proclaim himself above defeat.
"The young and your generation have very much in common/*
He dropped his stick, half in anger.
"So you think me typical of my generation? You have only to look
at the copies of Punch of the day, to see how people like Annie Besant,
William Morris and John Burns, were hated more than foreigners, and
look up the files of Truth to see what lies they, the typical people, were
prepared to print about us! I represented a small minority and was best
when I was in the minority of one. Do you remember the mean tricks
the respectable reactionaries resorted to to throw the progressives out
of power in London? The horrid figure on the poster representing us,
pointing a finger at every passer-by with the threat: It's your money we